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world what you went away to do in yours—to see the whole
thing plain, and, though I love you tormenting and bve
you with all of myself, and sometimes so much that Fm
ashamed of wanting you as I do, I know it's true that, after
this interlude—the war—is over, my husband and his
world, which are my realities, as this love of yours and
mine is a lovely, magic dream, will claim rne asain. I shall
go back, carrying with me one lone, deep, happy secret—
still the most precious thing in my life. But I shall go back
and live in that great castle of his and be not ashamed of
my secret but proud of it. There have been secret and
passionate loves there before; he knows it; but he's been
so proud of telling me that there has never been an open
scandal or any slur upon his race. It's a real pride; not
petty and personal and jealous, but representative of much
more than he is or I am. I'll not break it.
If he didn't love me, I shouldn't have a fragment of
doubt. It happens that he does. And—this is harder to say
than all the rest put together—that, to me, is the more
reason for secrecy. Every letter I have from him shows me
—so that I can scarcely read them if I once remember that
they are addressed to me,and that he's real and not just a
far-off, impossible ghost—every letter shows me that he
loves me, or something he has imagined in me, more and
more. It's horrible. He has suffered so much. And he's
built me up into a kind of idol in the rnidst of all the mess
of his life and—but it's all unreal, Lewis. I don't love him.
Sometimes I think he's almost mad. Perhaps he'll go mad-
I don't know. But because he loves me, I'll not hurt him
personally; he needn't know; he can't ever know.
Now you know what I feel about the impermanence
of our being together. There are people who believe that
love isn't love that doesn't contemplate an everlasting
domesticity. And there are people who believe that there
are direct commandments from God which make love
between us a mortal sin. And there's a whole world in
England—your world, Lewis; I remember your moving
in it with a queer air of being detached from it and
yet of being tied to it—there's a whole world of people

